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Author's Notes: 

| was also saddened about the lack of COB stories posted this year. | was going to write this one but | never 
got to it because its a tricky topic and it has personal significant to me. My childhood best friend was trans, 
and | suppose this is based off of the things | wish | could've told them had | been better with words, and 
more mature. | don't know who the wisher is but | do hope you like this and that it's not completely flat. I'll 
probably write something longer for this plot someday. 


"You can do this Allu, you da man, you da motherfucking man." 
One might think that Alexi is about to enter the fighting ring, about to win a wrestling championship. 
"You da motherfucking man!" 


And sure that's what it might feel like but.. 


"Shut up Janne! I'm trying to think straight!" 
Goddamnit! 


Janne drops the figurative towel into the basket and sighs, staring down at Alexi who looks like he's been eaten 


inside-out by worry. 

Alexi hugs his knees to his chest, resting his forehead against the caps. 

He lets out a shakey sigh. 

"You don't get it.. | might lose everything." 

Dropping the humourous conviction by just a little, Janne drops to his knees and takes Alexi by the hand. 


Its clammy, Janne feels it quiver and jump beneath the tips of his fingers as he tries to string together the 
right words. 


"You're right Allu, | don't have the slightest, fucking iota as to how you might be feeling but. do know you 
won't lose everything," the keyboardist takes in a deep breath, pausing to catch some whisps of intelligibility 


lest Janne decides to degenerate into more ‘you da mans: 


"At the very least you won't lose me" He looks up at his best friend, who's eyes are bloodshot and dilating 
with fear. 


Alexi draws in a deep, nasally breath, his fingers now clenching tight around Janne's hand. 

‘support your decision. | think you should be doing everything you can to feel right in your own fucking skin 
man.. and if the others don't see that then fuck'em, they're assholes. We can start a new band and it'll be way 
better than theirs!" Janne tells him passionately. 

Alexi chokes back a sob, his face crumpling as he tries to calm down, 


It's embarsssing, Alexi thinks, al of it. 


He wipes snot away with the back of his free hand before Janne squeezes him close, his heart beating just as 


fast as Alexi's is. 
"Anyone who Says you shouldn't have the right to feel okay with yourself can fucking fight me." 


"And who's going to be afraid to fight you?!" Alexi cries shakily, looking up at Janne with an incredulous, yet 


tear-stricken expression. 


"That's the fucking spirit!" Janne cheers with a big grin that's surprisingly contagious given Alexi's inner 
turmoil. 


He wants to tell Janne that it's really not that simple, that he likes these guys, that he's known them for 
years and wants them to accept the way he is, but Janne's just going to argue with more feel-good-about- 
yourself, if-someone-doesn't-like~you-they-can-get-railed-by-a-spikey-cactus crap. 


The guys are supposed to come over in a half-hour, and Alexi already looks like an emotional wreck. 


"| don't think they'll nag you for it, to be honest." Janne tells him, pulling Alexi's ear as he downs his fourth 
glass of here-have-some-cold-water -it'll-calm-you-down. 


"| could just telltem my dog croaked or something.” Alexi whispers, his nerves already making a beeline for the 


emergency exit. 

The clock reads 45. 

Shit, only fifteen minutes left. 

"We don't have a dog," Janne points out, handing him a fresh glass of water. 

Alexi sighs, resting his sweaty forehead against his wrist. 

"What if they think I'm some kinda freak?" 

"We're all freaks in our own way." Janne shrugs, digging into his back pocket for his small carton of menthols. 
He lights one up, handing it to Alexi before lighting another for himself. 

"Not helpful" Alexi says, taking a deep, calming drag. 

He lets the smoke billow out of his lips, thinning out before completely vanishing in the air. 

"Well.what are you going to do about it? Not go on test? Mush yourself into this mold of what the world 
thinks Alexi Laiho ‘should be' rather than what he truly is?" Janne asks, forming a perfect smoke ring as Alexi 
shakes his head. 


"Dude..shut up." 


"Tell me I'm fucking wrong." Janne snorts, punching Alexi's shoulder as the latter shakes his head some more, 


this time with a bitter grin. 


"Yeah, you're fuckin’ right; doesn't make it any easier though." 


"The best things in life are often the hardest." Janne tells Alexi, raising up his finger and looking at the ceiling 
wisely. As if the ceiling holds the secrets to succeeding as a human being. 


"That's what she said, you fuckin’ hallmark card" Alexi laughs, before he's hit with another jolt of anxiety. 
Fuck. This is # 


The rest of the guys come eight minutes late, and Alexi is almost certain that they're figured it out somehow 


and now they all hate him. That, or they all died in a freak car accident.. 
‘Sorry we're late, traffic." Roope shrugs as they all try to cram through the narrow door frame. 
"Lits cool." Alexi says softly, wringing his hands as they all crash out on various seats. 


"You said you had a medical issue to talk to us about?" Jaska says, lighting his own cigarette as Alexi freezes 
up. 


"Make papa bird proud" Janne tells him passionately, pushing him to the centre of the living room. 


Six eyes stare at Alexi expectantly, no doubt waiting for the news of cancer, or pregnancy, or something 


equally grandiose. 
Alexi gulps, trying to force more air into himself as he stutters: 
"Uhm." 


Fuck. Why didn't he make notes cards of this or something? Alexi feels his eyes prickle, trying to will himself 
not to cry because men don't cry. Men dont fucking cry.. 


Misery settling over him like a thick, ugly blanket; Alexi wants to run to Janne about not feeling manly again 
but one look at his band, waiting on him and Alexi realizes he's stuck between a rock and a hard place. 


"Guys l." Words, Lex, words! He chides himself. "I'm going on hormones ‘cause..'cause llim a man" 
Shit. 

Well..that was graceful. 

Not how Alexi was hoping to word it at all. 


Crossing his arms protectively, Alexi waits for the chorus of: 


"What the fuck are you talking about Lex? Youre a girl" 

Or. 

‘Shit, really? Youre one of those people? Nasty!" 

Jaska is the one who speaks up first, stubbing out his cigarette before saying: 
"Okay, well..| can't really say l'm shocked." 

"Me neither.” Henkka adds in. 

"Everyone who doesn't give a shit as long as ‘Lex is happy say aye." 

"Aye 

"What he said" 


Alexi stares at them all in shock, feeling as though he might go into cardiac arrest. He wants to stick his wrist 


out and ask Janne to pinch him, lest he's having another panic induced hallucination. 
Its crickets though, and they'll looking at Alexi like they expected this. 

Alexi bows his head, staring at his boots as he tries to contain the emotion-vomit. 
He fails. 


The black leather blurs into the other colours, and then he's sobbing like a little baby; clutching his mouth 
shut. 


He feels Janne lead him to the paisley armchair, balling up tissues and handing them to him. 
Alexi empties his nose within them yet still finds it awfully hard to stop fucking crying 
He doesn't know if he's happy, sad, confused or in a dream. 


I's so surrealistic, the secrets finally out and no one seems to think he's gross, weird, or a disgrace to 


humanity. 
"Did you honestly think we'd care?" Henkka asks him with a slight laugh. 


Alexi nods vigorously, opening his mouth to give them anecdotal evidence. Only small whimpers pass through 


his lips so Janne answers for him. 
"His parents kicked him out when he tried coming out to them." 


"Ohh..well, that makes a lot more sense than the bullshit excuse you guys gave us." Jaska snorts, before 


sitting down on the couch perpendicular to Alexi's armchair. 

Jaska touches his wrist gently. 

"We're all cool with it, you're still you." 

Alexi sobs even harder, his whole body convulsing as Janne pats his head. 

"l'm hoping those are tears of joy." 

"They arel You idiots!" Alexi cries, biting his inner cheek. 

He wipes his face and places his tissue-laden hands between his knees. 

Alexi keeps his eyes downcast, suddenly self-conscious with himself. 

He can't believe it's over, and that it went well 

They accepted him.. 

"Anyone else want to order pizza to celebrate?" Roope says to a chorus of ‘yeahs: 
Alexi nods too, albeit shakily; all of this panic has made him hungry. 

"Told you so" Janne smirks, hitting Alexis shoulder with his own. 

"Shut the fuck up, idiot." Alexi snaps, punching Janne's bicep despite being unable to contain his grin 
Alexi feels a bit more at peace, even if it's only by just a litte bit. 

"I think what we're really waiting on." Roope starts, when the pizza finally arrives. 
He has his mouth full of pizza. 


Is you two -he points at Alexi and Janne, who both sit close enough that their knees touch- to come out as a 


gay couple.” 


"Yeah, pretty much." Jaska nods, picking the toppings off of his slice. 


"That's actually what | thought they were gonna tell us." Henkka points out, shoving half a slice of pizza 
straight into his mouth. 


Both boys look at each other, before looking at the rest of the band with red faces. 
"What? No! You Idiots!" 


End 


